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I then saw, from the deck of the Windhover, so
strange a vision that it could not be related to this
lower sphere of ours. It was possible to believe
that dawn's bluish beginning radiated from the
Windhover. We were the luminary, and our
faint aura revealed, through the melting veil, an
outer world that had no sty, no plane, no bounds*
It was void. There was no River, except that
small oval of glass on which rested our ship, like
a model.

The universe, which that morning had only
begun to form in the void, was grouped about us.
This was the original of mornings.    We were its
gravitational point.    It was inert and voiceless.
It was pregnant with unawakened shapes, dim
surprising  shadows,  the  suggestions   of forms.
Those near tq us more nearly approached the
knew In another life.   Those beyond,
li;uad;/faimtiiig' iii the opacity of the
dawn, were beyond remembrance aiidtecogpitioa;
The Windhover alone was substantial '$o& definite.
But placid about us, suspended in a night tjkat Was
growing translucent* were the shadows of what
might once have been ships, perhaps wete shi|^ to
be. but were then steamers and sailers